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But dark and thick as thronged the host,

With drum and torch and blade,
The still-eyed King sat pondering,
As one that watches a live thing,

The scoured chalk; and he said,

** Though I give this land to Our Lady,
That helped me in Athelney,
Though lordlier trees and lustier sod
And happier hills hath no flesh trod
Than the garden of the Mother of God
Between Thames side and the sea,
" I know that weeds shall grow in it
Faster than men can burn ;
And though they scatter now and go,
In some far century, sad and slow,
I have a vision, and I know
The heathen shall return.
** They shall not come with warships,
They shall not waste with brands,
But books be all their eating,
And ink be on their hands.
" Not with the humour of hunters
Or savage skill in war,
But ordering all things with dead words,
Strings shall they make of beasts and birds
And wheels of wind and star.
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